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Summary: It's been five years since Derek walked out of the BAU. A lot has changed for him, and he makes the decision to return to his family, his home. But nothing is the same. Especially the reason he needed to come back: his Baby Girl.





	1. Chapter 1

It's been five years. Five years since I walked through these halls. Five years since I saw these faces on a regular basis, heard these voices. It's exhilarating and terrifying to return to the place I once called home, but deep inside, there is a true feeling of rightness. Everything within me is at peace again. People in this job don't often say that. I mean, I fight crime. I help capture serial killers. The worst of the worst. Well, I used to help capture serial killers. And now I do again. I'm finally back at the BAU. Five years later. Derek Morgan is back.

I walk through the glass doors that lead into the BAU, and everything looks the same. Memories instantly flood over me as I look around the room. Remembering where I was when JJ gave me the picture of my family, when I said my goodbyes, but more importantly than those bittersweet memories is the greatest memory of all: the day I met Penelope. I walk over to the spot she was standing in when I first laid eyes on her, and when I close my eyes, I can still see it like it was yesterday.

"Derek, is that you?" someone calls from behind me, breaking me from my thoughts. I turn around and see Spencer coming in the glass doors looking shocked and disbelieving.

"It's me, Pretty Boy."

"What are you doing here?"

"I'm coming home. I was just rehired and I start back today!"

Spencer's mouth falls open and he oddly doesn't seem happy about my presence.

"I thought you'd be happy about this, kid."

"I am, it's just-"

"What?"

"You should have let us know you were coming. We haven't seen you in a while. Some people might not handle this well."

"What do you mean?"

"Well, Derek, you haven't exactly kept in touch over the past five years. And if you haven't kept in touch with me, who you partially named your child after, I can't imagine that you kept in touch with anyone."

"No, I'll be the first to admit that. I wanted a clean break from this work and I didn't know how to talk to you guys without it becoming about work."

"You should have tried. Things are…different around here. It's not the same as it was when you left. People aren't the same."

"You're trying to tell me something. Just tell me."

"You'll see in a minute," he replies, checking his watch before moving over to his desk.

"Spencer," I begin, but before I can continue, the doors open again, and my heart falters in my chest. "Penelope," I whisper, almost like a prayer. Except this is not the Penelope I remember. Her hair is black now, she looks like she hasn't slept in years, and her clothes. "Are you wearing black?" I hear myself asking, even though I don't mean to. I stare at her in confusion, barely recognizing the woman before me. The woman who doesn't have any flowers in her hair, isn't smiling, and looks pissed off at the world.

"Nice to see you too, Agent Morgan," she replies, barely acknowledging me before turning away and walking toward her office, slamming the door shut behind her.

"What-what-Spencer. What's going on?"

"I told you. Things are different now."

"But-I don't understand."

"You should have kept in touch, Derek."

* * *

><p>At the morning round table, Penelope enters last and in a storm, taking the seat opposite me in a huff.<p>

"Good morning, everyone," Hotch begins. "I want to begin our meeting by welcoming back Agent Derek Morgan. For those of you who don't know Agent Morgan, he was a part of the BAU five years ago and we are lucky enough to have him back." At this, I hear Penelope scoff across from me and see her wince as, I assume, Hotch kicks her under the table. I look around the rest of the room and see several new faces where my friends used to sit. Rossi is the only other team member left, but he's not meeting my eyes. He's staring at Penelope with a look of deep concern.

He and Hotch had both given me the same lukewarm greeting when they arrived, while looking at the closed door of Penelope's office. I watched closely after they left and noticed that they both eventually ended up entering Pen's office and remained inside for a long time. I had no clue about where to begin to figure out what had happened while I was gone. I tried to talk to Spencer, but he just clammed up and walked away from me, and it's pretty easy to tell that Hotch and Rossi are going to be the same.

"Well, we don't have any new cases today," Hotch stated, bringing me back to the meeting. "Spend the day finishing up paperwork, for those of you who don't know Derek, get to know him, and I'll alert you all if any new cases come in." Before anyone else realized the meeting was over, Penelope was already out the door and almost to her office. I leapt up, wanting to chase after her and figure out what was going on, but I was pushed back into my seat by Rossi.

"Rossi, man, please talk to me. Please, I don't know what's going on. She's not herself. What happened?"

"You happened. Did you really think that you could leave and everything would be okay? How long has it been since you last talked to Penelope?"

"I don't know. A while, I guess. I've been busy. There's been a lot of stuff going on."

"It's been two and a half years, Derek."

"What?! That's not possible."

"It is. And when you stopped making time for her, she stopped wanting you to come back. She used to talk about you all the time. She would tell every new team member stories about you, the way you'd kick doors in, the way you'd handle unsubs, the compassion you had for victims. That all stopped the minute you threw her out of your life."

"That's not fair! I had a lot going on."

"So did she."

"How do I fix this?"

"I'm not sure that you can."


	2. Chapter 2

I storm into my office and slam the door shut behind me. I don't know that I've been this angry in years. _Derek's back. He hasn't bothered to talk to me in years and now he's back. Acting like nothing's happened. Like he didn't just abandon all of us. How dare he? _I'm pacing the short distance of my office when I hear a knock at the door.

"Hotch, can we do this later?" I ask, knowing it's him behind the door.

"Penelope, please just let me in. Talk to me," he responds. I quickly open the door and pull him inside before locking it, just in case Derek decides to try and come in. He moves further inside and goes to sit on the couch, pulling me down beside him.

"I just don't understand," I begin.

"What don't you understand?"

"How can he be back? How can he act like five years haven't gone by? Like he didn't just ignore us for half of that time?"

"I don't know about the last two questions, but he's back by orders from the director. He pulled me into his office yesterday evening and told me that Morgan was returning and that was that. I questioned the decision and told him that it would not be good for team morale, but he insisted. It was all very unusual, so I'm sure there's more going on there, but for now, we just have to try and welcome Derek back."

"I don't think I can, Hotch," I say, tears beginning to fall.

"I know, Penelope," he replies, pulling me into his arms. I begin to sob quietly, the strain of Derek's return fully taking its toll. "Rossi's has Derek in his office now, and he's trying to find out why he's back." Hotch begins once most of my sobs have subsided. "Once I know, you'll know. Hopefully this will all be temporary and we can all just go back to living our lives without him."

"How's Spence handling this?"

"He seems to be fine. He mostly seems annoyed. Derek leaving was the hardest thing the team has been through, and well, we didn't make it."

"JJ."

"Yeah, JJ. So we just need to try to be okay for right now. But, I want you to talk to me. I'm here for you, Penelope. My door is always open. And you can always stay over if you want to. Jack would love to see you."

"Aww, Jackers. How is he doing?"

"Very well. He started driving a few weeks ago, can you believe it?"

"No way! I feel so old now."

"I know. I feel that way every day. But seriously, Pen, I know things haven't been great over the past few years, but at least we've still got each other. Just remember that."

"Thanks, Aaron. And I know I don't say it enough, but thank you for being there for me since Derek left."

"It's nothing, Penelope. Now, I'm gonna go work, and I'll try to keep Derek out of your office."

"Thank you."

Once Hotch leaves, I turn to my computers, the only true source of comfort I can think of in this moment. They're also the source of truth. People will lie to you, but searches into what they've been up to for the past five years won't lie.

After a few quick key strokes, everything I should need to know about Derek is in front of me. Employment contracts with people throughout the area working as a handyman and Derek's numerous house renovations pop up first. After paging through these, medical records for doctor's appointments for Derek, Savannah, and Hank appear, and nothing appears to be abnormal. After several minutes of going through these records, I finally find documents that starts to make the puzzle pieces fit together.

I stand up and head out from my office, not quite sure where I'm going or what I'm doing. When I pull myself together, I realize that I'm standing outside Rossi's office, and I hear Derek talking.

"I don't understand what happened. I leave and now everything's different. My Baby Girl won't look at me, much less talk to me. You and Hotch seem to hate me now. Spencer doesn't want me to be back. And JJ! Where's JJ?"

"She's gone," I open the door and respond before Rossi has the chance, refusing to make eye contact with Derek.

"She left, Morgan."

"What? Where did she go?" he questions, looking back and forth between the two of us.

"She and Will decided to move back to Louisiana. They left about two years ago, now," Rossi responds.

"But how could she leave?"

"She didn't want to be a part of the broken family you left behind," I respond, looking down at my feet.

"Why did my leaving have such a big impact?"

"Do you really have to ask that?" Dave asks. "You broke up the family, of course it had a big impact. Nothing was the same afterwards."

"Well, I can see that," Derek responds, and I feel his gaze on me. "Baby Girl, what happened to you?"

"You left," I start in a small voice, still looking down. "But leaving wasn't enough for you. You had to stop talking to us, too."

"Pen, I didn't even think-"

"I know you didn't. You stopped thinking about us. Stopped caring about us. About me. And I know that the last few years haven't been easy for you, but you left us behind and then forgot about us, like the fifteen years before that didn't even matter to you."

I hear Derek stand up and walk over to me. "Of course those years mattered to me. They mattered more than anything. I had to leave. I thought you understood that. I'm sorry about the past few years. I know I haven't treated you well. And you're right. They were hard years for me, but I think I know what I need now and I'm not going to leave again. I'm back. I'm here. And I'm not going anywhere."

"That's what I thought last time, too," I respond, slipping out of the office and walking away.


	3. Chapter 3

Shortly after Pen left Rossi's office, we got a call about a case and had to leave right away for New York. I know that heading to New York is a bad idea. Not only will it bring up memories of the past when I tried to leave for another team, but it'll also mean a few days away from Pen. I really just need the time to sit down and talk to her, explain everything, tell her everything I've realized, but she'll barely look at me, so maybe the time apart will be for the best.

"Derek," Rossi says, sitting in the seat across from me at the back of the jet. "Do you want to just give up and tell me what's going on?"

"Rossi, much as I would love to tell you, I need to tell her first. But she-"

"She'll listen. She just needs time to adjust to you being back. It's a lot of change. And you know how she is about change."

"I know, and I haven't been helpful. I got so caught up in what was going on in my little world that I forgot to check in. I forgot to call. I can only imagine how far her brain has taken that one."

"I think it's natural that she would think that you had forgotten about her. It has been a few years, after all. But she just needs time. It's good that we're going away."

"Sure it is," I mutter under my breath, still trying to convince myself that that's the truth.

"Derek-"

"No, it's fine. So, what have you been up to since I last saw you? Married?"

"No, I would have invited you to the wedding," he responds, smirking. "I haven't been up to much. The rest of the team, however…"

"Like what?"

"Well, JJ's gone as you've noticed. Tara left around the same time as JJ, decided to focus all of her efforts on researching and writing and right now she's on a book tour. Her book's a best seller, too, so I have some competition on my hands."

"Good! I'm glad you're not cornering the market on serial killer books anymore," I respond, feeling myself smile for the first time in a long while and see Rossi smiling genuinely. "What else?"

"Spencer has a girlfriend."

"What?! Really? An honest to goodness girlfriend?"

"Yep. She's a chemist, works in forensics for the DC police. They met on a case a few months ago and have been going steady since then."

"Going steady, huh. Good for him. Is Hotch seeing anyone?"

"Not really. Things are kind of complicated lately."

"What do you mean?"

"Well, he's been spending a lot of his free time with Penelope, so he hasn't been able to date. But I'm not sure that he's missing the dating scene at all."

"Why has he been spending time with Pen?"

"She needs a friend and I've been back and forth a lot between here and going to see my grandkids. Spencer's in a relationship, so she doesn't like to bother him, and she hasn't really bonded with anyone else."

"Is something going on?"

"You're not really that obtuse, I hope."

"I mean, I know there's something going on, I just meant, something more than me leaving and all that came with that."

"Does there need to be more?"

"It just doesn't make sense to me."

"You left and had a kid and a wife to worry about, you didn't have a lot of free time to spend thinking about us and all that you had left behind. Penelope doesn't have that. She lost you, then she lost the team, and the team was all she really had at the end of the day."

"What about Sam?"

"What about him? He left her, actually, he cheated on her and then left her even though she tried to fix it. He's married now. He was even gracious enough to invite us all to the wedding."

"Asshole."

"My thoughts exactly."

"When did all of this go down?"

"About a month after you left."

"Why didn't she call? She could have talked to me about it."

"I think her reasoning was that you had more important things to do, more important things to worry about and you didn't need to be spending any time thinking about her."

"Wow. I-I don't really know what to say."

"Derek, I don't think you fully realized how bad things would be. What you leaving would mean for the team. You left a void. A void in the team, a void in our lives, and no new hire could fill that. It tore us apart."

"I'm starting to get that. So, Pen and Hotch, huh. Didn't really see that friendship coming."

"Really? They were always friends. At least, once you got past the hero worship she felt for him. They've been pretty inseparable since you left. They have movie nights, sleep over at each other's houses, have brunch on Sundays, the works."

"Are they…?"

"No, they're not together. And I don't think either of them feels that way about the other. I mean, they probably would be together if it wasn't for you."

"What do you mean?"

"Well, if Penelope wasn't so hung up on you, they'd be together. But there you are."

"What-what?"

"What? Like you didn't know. That girl has been in love with you since you said 'hey, Baby Girl.'"

"No, she hasn't."

"Well, she probably didn't realize it at the time, I mean, she did tell me that she only realized once you left." The dumbfounded look on my face encouraged him to continue. "We came back from a case a few weeks after you left and I was wandering around, looking for Penelope, and I found her in your office, staring at your empty desk. She had taken to doing that a lot after you were gone. I sat down with her and she told me that she had realized that she had been in love with you the whole time. She just didn't know."

"Why-why didn't she say anything?"

"Derek, you were freshly married. With a child. Did you really think she was going to tell you all of that and ruin your relationship, ruin your perfect little life?"

"Then why are you telling me now?"

"Because I have a feeling that I know what brought you back to us, and I don't want to see you miss this chance."


End file.
